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Bhavishya, muttering a prayer to Vlra, firmly replied, " 0 Lady with
lovely eyes, what you say is right. But, beauteous maid, I atn proud to
abstain from taking what is not given to me ceremonially. When some one
is found to give you to me in marriage, your desire will be satisfied. If
nobody gives your hand to me, we shall live only as comrades in spirit. . . .
The girl perceived that he was an extraordinary man and restrained her
feelings. The sun had not yet set.1
A desert isle, a setting sun, a beautiful maiden and a
handsome man discovering their soul's affinity, the girl's
audacious question, and the reply are elements in a
situation full of charm and romance. And it is the work
of a celibate Jaina sadhu addressed to a Gujarati middle-
class audience a thousand years ago !
Suddenly the demon appeared, fearful as darkness, like
unto 'the loud laughter of Death/ Bhavishya faced him,
ready for fight. But the demon suddenly recollected his
former life and took kindly to the hero. In a sudden out-
burst of friendliness, he made the city hum with life, and
bestowed it, as also the maiden, on the lucky hero.
Years passed, happy for Bhavishya and his wife,
unhappy for the bereaved parents in distant Gajapura. In
course of time, the young lovers were tired of the city.
" To live in this lonely city is to see a dream, or to dance
in darkness." They left it, and, with all their valuables,
came to the seashore, where they hoisted a signal on the
top of a tree to attract the attention of a passing ship.
Bandhudatta's party was again ship-wrecked on the
island, and met the couple. Bhavishya forgave his perfi-
dious brother, loaded him with presents, and told him his
story. Bandhu, though jealous and spiteful, spoke sweet
words and celebrated their re-union. In a happy mood,
they all prepared to leave the island. But when the boats
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